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THE SCHOOLMASTER’'S LETTERS

T sunset the schoolmaster went up
to his room to write a letter to
her. Healways wrote to her at

the same time —when the red waves of
the sunset. flaming over the sea. surged
in at the little curtainless window and
flowed over the
pages he wrote on.
The light was rose-
red and imperial
and spiritual, like
his love for her,
and secemed almost
to dve the wonds
of the letters in
its own splendid
hues —the  letters
to her which she
never was 1o see,
whose wornds her
eves never woere 10
read, and whose
love and golden
fancy and riantow
dreams never were
to b =0 muh
as known by her.

Andd it was be-
cause she never
was to =v them
that he dared to write them, straaght omt of his full
heart, tuking the exquisite pleasure of so telling
her what he never conid permit himself to tell her
face to five.  Every evening he wrote thus to her,
and the hour so spent glorified the entire day.
The rest of the hours —all the other hours of the
commenplace dav —he was merely a poor school-
master with a long struggle before him, one who
might not lift his eves to gaze on a star.  But at
this hour he was her o ual, mecting her sonul to soul,
telling ot as a man mght all s zreat love for her,
and wearnng the jewel of 1t on s brow., What
wonder indesd. that the precious hour which made
him a king crowned with a mighty and unseltish
passton. was alwwe all things sacredl to him?
and douidy saered when, as toomeht 1t followed
upem an with her® It~ mingled
delipghe and almest more than he
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Jealousy the Love God’s Agency to
Bring Happiness to a Forlorn Pair

MONTGOMERY

She Seid

and reverence you in secret and silemce. For so
much, dear, | thank life, even though the price of
the permission must always be the secret and the
silence.

**1 have just come from you, my lady. Your
voice is still in my cams: your eves are still looking
into mine, gravely vet half smilingly, sweetly vet
half provokingly. Oh, how dear and human and
girlish and queenly you are—half saint and
hali very womanly woman! And how | love you
with all there is of me to love—heart and
soul and brain, every fiber of body and spint
thrilling to the wonder and marvel and miracle
of it! You do not know it. my sweet, and yvou must
never know it.  You would not even wish to know
it. for | am nothing to you but one of many friends,
coming into yvour life brefly and passing out of it,
of no more account to you than a sun<hiny hour,
a bind’s song. a bursting bud in vour garden.  But
the hour and the bird and the flower gave you a
hittle delight in their tum, and when you remem-
bwren]l them omwe Iwfore forgetting, that was thar
rewand and blessing.  That s all 1 ask, dear Ly,
and [k that only in my own heart, | am content

ove vou amnd be forgotten. 1t 1s sweeter to love
1 andd be forzorten than it wonld be to love any
other worman and live in her ifelong remembranoe
sor humbide has love mude me, sweet, so great is
my snwe of my ouwn unworthiness,
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vorr whneh vom wall never read. 1 put all my heart
intor themn: they are the bost and highest of me, the
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all this | thank vou, dear: and for all
this surely the utmost that | can give
of love and reverence and service is
not too much?

*1 could not have helped loving you.
But if | could have helped it, knowing
with just what
measure of ]uin
and jov it would
brim my cup, I
would have chosen
to love you, Una.
There are those
who strive to for-
get a hopeless hove.
To me, the great-
est misfortune
that life could
bring would le
that 1 should for-
get yvou. | want
to remember you
alwavs and Jove
you amd long for
you. That would
be  unspeakably
better than any
happiness that
could come to me
through forgetting.

" Dear lady, good-night. The sun has set; there
is now but one fiery dimple on the honzon, as if a
golden finger had dented it—now it 15 gone; the
mists are coming up over the sca.

*A kiss on each of your white hands, dear.  To-
night 1 am too humble to liit my thoughts to your
lips. a

The schoolmaster folded up his letter and held it
against his check for a hittle space while he gazed
out on the silver-shining sea with his dark eves full
of dreams. Then he took from his shalbdby trunk
a little inlaid box and unlwckal it with a twistad
silver kev. It was full of letters—his letters to
Una. The first hiul been written months ago. in
the cariy promise of a northern spring.  They
linked together the pgolden weeks of the summer.
Now, in the purple antumn, the box was full, and
the schoolmaster’s term was nearly emled.

He took out the letters reverently and looked
over them, now and then murmunng below his
breath some passages scattered through the wntten
pages.  He haed Lad bare his heart in these letters,
wrntimg out what he never conhd have toid 1o her,
even if s love haed lween known and returned, for
dead and pone generatnms of stern repressed fore-
fathers Land ther unvielbing fingers of rewerve on
his lips. amed the shymess of dreamy, Took-brod
yonuth stemmed the Linguage of eve and tone

“1 will bowve vou forever and ever  And even
thongh vou know it net, surely smh love wiil
hover around voun all your hife, bke an invisible
benediotion, net umlerstons] bt dimiv folt puand-
ing vou froom il and Kevpane far from voe: ol things
and thouph:
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